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S5I1 


in  the  eye  oj  the  golden  huddha 


I  want  to  know  a  man  destroyed  by  love 
whose  mind  is  the  ashes 
of  the  sea-flower  blue 
in  a  world  of  oranges. 

I  want  to  know  a  man  whose  very  membrane 
was  peeled  in  pain  and  drunk 
in  the  dance  of  the  empty  handed 
bell-toed  beggar  man. 

I  want  to  sink  into  the  sun 

and  hold  the  orphan  like  a  fire  bird 

gently  rooking 

in  a  love  of  winds. 

I  want  to  see  the  pillars  of  America 

tumble  in  a  mighty  crash  of  steel 

upon  the  agony  of  our  prison  shoulders 

bigotries  that  stand  like  black  pebbles  in  a  golden  sand. 

I  want  to  see  the  ruin  of  armies 

asleep  in  Flanders  Fields 

and  Cohen's  Beautiful  Losers 

reborn  to  children  amongst  the  garbage  and  the  flowers. 

I  want  to  know  a  man  destroyed  by  love 

to  lift  upon  finger  tips 

eating  the  purple  dust 

for  he  has  the  soul  of  the  golden  buddha. 


loving      I 


Jasmine  leaves  wrap  at  my  window 

blue  canary  flies  away 

and  the  monkey  rides  the  donkey's 

back  again 

along  the  road  of  nowhere 

in  the  moving  shadows 

of  faces  changing 

slender  and  fragile 

pain  is  a  whisper 


II 


The  fairy  queen 
sipped  a  sigh 
and  let  it  die 

on  a  red  and  black  eternity 
where  we  met 
riding  on  a  sad  city 
spreading  its  satin  warmth 
over  our  minds 


song 


Seven  seas  drowned  my  womb 
gave  me  a  cockle-shell 
on  which  to  dream 
and  a  wave  of  loving 
washed  through  the  sadness 
to  a  mountain  green 


dream 


A  Spirit's  face,  an  offering  of  blessed 

lit  as  a  fearless  porcupine  kaleidescope 

stares  me  naked  down 

while  love  is  never  looking  back 

peace  in  a  lead  pipe  passing 

ttirough  the  window  in  the  slow-sax 

dance  of  minds  leaning 

long  like  gentle  vines 

twisting  voluptuously  against  the  night 

My  body  stiffens  into  clay 

as  all  must  take  their  places 

for  the  beginning  of  the  play 

still  grey  figures  waiting 

for  the  weaving  old  hag 

draped  in  vestments  of  before  dawn 

in  rhythmic  chant  to  call  my  name 

as  reality  is  unmercilessly 

hurled  into  the  midst  of  creation 

the  raven  flies  into  foreboding  indigo 

skies  of  the  forgotten  night. 


act  of  dying 


Presence  of  fuzz  and  foam 

floating  in  a  diamond  tiaraed  night 

lent  this  mild  mindless  death 

a  blue  translucent  peace 

fishes  swim  in  the  nectarine  of  your  blood 

life-forging  and  slowly  riding 

your  body  like  soft  earth 

distils  through  my  hands 

there  are  definite  patterns  in  the  universe 

only  death  is  a  kind  of  eternal 

clearness  in  the  stillness 


the  scavenger  god 


He  is  no-thing 

He  has  no  name 

he  has  no  name, 

Let  us  touch  each  other. 

He  is  everything  that  crawls 
and  that  which  swims 
he  is  the  earth 
and  the  fleeting  deer, 
let  us  love  each  other. 

He  is  everything 

he  is  me 

let  us  dissolve  each  other. 


nt 


ight  rain 


Like  a  dream  out  of  childhood 
the  rain  creates  a  sad  awakening 
and  each  drop 
a  vision  lost 

grasping  feebly  at  a  whiff  of  air 
ringed  by  neon  lighting's  hard 
down-staring  glare 
the  faces  no  less  than  memories 
the  dreams  no  lesser  than  your  own 

a  small  death 

like  a  perishing  star 

in  a  galaxy 

cold,  wet  and  alone 


the  moon 


On  the  mountain 

red  grass 

meets  purple  skies 

I  touched  the  new-born  moon 

in  your  eyes 

and  the  city  sang  beneath  me 

but  you,  half  crazy 

sang  even  louder 


thoflc 


mourn  oT  love 


You  are  the  gentle  heartbeat 

your  tender  kingdom 

open  as  a  full  blooming  rain-flower 

softly  waiting  in  the  membrane  of  air 

then  rising  and  falling  in  the  mouth  of  love 


the  happy  tinker 


When  the  master  of  the  star's  twinkle 

decides  to  light  his  love 

through  the  merry  night 

a  choir  of  bluebirds 

lies  down  with  the  air 

and  couples  in  the  cathedral 

of  the  happy  tinker 


loneliness  of  the  long  distance  runner 


From  the  chosen  people 

writhing  in  ancient  agony 

poems  are  witnessed  in  your  blood 

energized  in  the  craft  of  the  ebbing  tide 

like  Ulysses  you  are  cast  out  alone 

and  the  tall  sails 

loom  terriyingly  over  your  head 

the  gulls  screech  is  a  warning  ritual 

oh  you  are  the  swimmer 

and  the  sea  is  pounding  like  a  thousand  drums 


softly  bending,  the  woman     forfred 


softly  bending,  the  woman 

as  a  willow  tree 

whispering,  follow  me, 

let  her  quietness  flow 

along  each  hair 

that  stepped  like  slender  branches 

into  the  deep  blue-gray  sea 

of  his  eyes 

until  as  love 

the  mirrored  timeless 

light  rose  like  a  bubble 

upon  a  sleeping  world 


lady  sally 


Lady-bugs  bloom  in  the  green  mountains 

shouldering  the  long  pine  needles 

in  the  rivers  of  the  wind 

persistent  knocking  for  an  end  to  war 

Lady  Sally  rides 

the  black  horse  of  the  apocalypse 
child  who  laughs  in  the  throat  of  the  sea 
sows  sensitive  seeds  in  the  sand 

Petals  floating  in  a  fisherman's  net 

as  the  purple  mirror  of  night 

holds  up  her  soul  to  me 

dream  in  the  peace  of  ecstasy  lingering 

Cover  her  face  with  rainbows 

for  she  can  be  queen  of  the  sunshine 

or  a  mermaid  in  a  moon-light  gown 

hovering  under  the  heart-beat  of  a  nightingale 

But  softly  the  world  steals 
the  pureness  of  her  eyes 
like  scissors  cutting  sighs 
into  rose  and  yellow  dyes 

Shall  we  walk  upon  the  sea  again 

someday,  someday 

let  us  forever  stay 

in  the  patterns  of  our  happiness 


for  davey 


If  one  wish  could  be  a  pawn 
I'd  play  to  have  you  near  me 
and  the  grey  sky  above 
would  pass  into  mauve  dawn 
changing  beyond  the  need  to  love 

If  I  had  one  eye  to  give  you 

1  would  give  it  willingly 

that  your  golden  sun  would  remain 

and  your  tears  always  true 

like  the  soft  and  gentle  rain 

If  I  had  one  word  to  utter 

I  would  say  love 

beyond  the  chills  of  warning 

flying  through  yesterday's  shutter 

into  the  rainbow  of  morning 

Oh  if  I  had  one  song 

I  would  sing  forever  for  you. 


waiting  for  him 


Waiting  for  him 

water  fell  in  a  timeless  rhythm 

softly  from  the  open  faucet 

it  could  have  been  rain 

but  there  was  the  white  cat 

gently  rubbing 

gently 

Thinking  it  might  be  him 

I  let  my  hand  trace 

the  full  back 

and  sitting  quietly  by  the  bed 

untouched  in  almost  a  year  of  absence 

the  red  buddha  waiting 

also  waiting 


the  dangling  man 


If  I  tried  to  write  a  poem 
for  you  now  Davey 
my  words  would  drift 
like  petals  to  the  wind 
and  neither  you  nor  I 
can  buy 

but  somehow  this  is  not  enough 
I  can't  help  remembering 
the  kite  is  also  a  victim 
gathering  flowers  in  the  woods 
yet  there  are  thoughts 
stuck  in  my  heart 
because  you  are  pure 
and  also  a  dreamer 
your  innocence  sparkles 
through  the  darkest  night 
and  yet  this  is  still 
not  enough 

I  suppose  what  I  really  want 

is  to  see  you  struggle 

yes  Davey  and  sweat 

until  the  flowers  from  within 

grow  like  tiny  jewels 

into  the  bloom  of  others 

perhaps  there  can  be  no  magic 

until  we  cease  to  die 

oh  it  is  easy  to  walk 

on  frozen  water 


the  city 


From  the  cream  and  sugar  saucer 
creeps  an  omnipresent  beast 
heaving  across  my  inner  canvas 
until  lil<e  an  insistent  dentifrice 
signs  glaring  in  a  neon  nut 
if  you're  lonely  my  cross-eyed 
mice  will  nibble  at  your  feet 


afternoon  melody 


Gently  her  fingers  caress  the  melody 

drifting  upwards  and  out 

across  golden  apricots 

the  sun's  special  slant 

on  a  lazy  Niagara  day 

echoes  of  peach-fuzz  down 

cheeks  of  secretive  children  laughing 

high  on  swings  of  to-morrow's  wish 

dreams  the  afternoon  radiates 


for  rohert 


In  your  hair 

tiny  wishes 

have  built  their  nest 

light  and  valuable  as  air 

in  the  evening 
my  thoughts  drift  and  rest 
between  each  blade  of  grass 
a  fortress  to  shelter  loving  in 


intolerance 


I  claim  that  words  were  spittles 

of  yourself  sent  flying  out 

and  could  be  gathered  in  any  direction 

that  we  could  share  like  Alice-in-Wonderland 

a  mirror  of  vowels  and  syllables. 

You  denied  that  words  had  meaning 

classifying  us  as  pawns 

upon  a  wooden  chess-board 

the  meek  do  not  inherit  the  earth,  you  said 

I  should  have  known  then  you  could  not  hear  the  music. 


iheme  on  white  and  black     part  I 


Life  is  the  smile  of  children 

hiding  among  tall  tables 

like  cupids  frolicking 

on  the  foam  of  change 

always  turning  in  their 

clear  eyes  light 

a  joyous  burst  of  moving  energy 

leprechauns  dancing  under  the  poplars 

among  the  shadows 

in  a  flood  of  sunshine 


part  II 


Somehow  when  you  are  told 
the  words  stare  unbelievingly 
like  some  dame's  dilated  tits 
you  begin  to  wonder 
if  perhaps  it  isn't 
a  grotesque  joke 

After  ail,  nothing  has  any  meaning 

except  that  here  it  is  now 

some  droll  humour 

or  naked  truth 

and  you  don't  know  which 

all  you  can  do  is  laugh  or  cry 

You  begin  counting  names 

and  you  realize  there 

isn't  one  soul 

who  really  cares 

or  if  they  do 

it's  all  some  huge  burden 

Then  you  swear 

and  you  want  to  shout 

I  don't  care  about  your  responsibility 

to  hell  with  your  advice 

you  do  not  have  to  run  away  from  me 

I  am  no  one's  cross  but  my  own 


And  you  wonder 

if  anything  has  value 

in  the  face  of  death 

and  you  know  that  nothing  has 

except  life  itself 

and  that  living  means  everything 

And  you  begin  to  dream 
about  your  body  decaying 
and  of  those  you  have  known 
whose  bodies  have  rotted  away 
before  you,  slowly  and  painfully 
until  they  are  only  a  memory. 

And  in  the  morning 

you  find  that  you  are  bleeding. 


for  my  father 


Somehow  we  have  caused  each  other  pain 
moving  as  the  sun-set  crested  salmon 
farther  and  ever  farther  away 
yet  always  drawn  back  to  our  source. 

We  have  watched  in  silence 

the  furtive  skirmishes  of  our  heart 

not  knowing  that  where  love  had  spawned 

the  beauty  of  its  soul  still  lingers. 

Now  that  your  form  is  marked 

bears  evidence  to  our  failures 

to  erase  the  shadows  one  must  first  vanquish  pain 

come  wipe  the  tears  away. 


spaces  of  dissolution 


Like  a  star-trek  ghostly  wanderer 

deplore  the  sodden  moss  grey 

chains  of  a  too  earthly  calling 

in  the  flesh  of  night 

cast  off  your  name 

and  let  the  unforgiving  trumpeter 

lead  your  spider  claws 

Into  the  spaces  of  dissolution 


ff 
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